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" Are there many women in Kutchbhiwani who share
your enthusiasm and eagerness for public service ?" I
asked.
Mrs. Mehta hesitated unhappily, and then, staring at her
bare toes, answered sadly, " One or two." But her depres-
sion did not last. She raised her head and assured me with
a beaming smile, " When my girls grow up it will be
different, I promise you. Their generation will realise what
has been done, and what has still to be done/' It did not
seem kind to press the subject, or to remind her that there
would probably not be half-a-dozen families in the village
who either could or would send their daughters away to be
educated.
When lunch was over, Mr. Khan disappeared into a
room behind that in which we had been entertained, and
came out again leading by the hand a plump, grey-haired
lady who looked acutely embarrassed at being exhibited to
strangers. He introduced her as his wife. Mrs. Mehta
explained in an aside that he was most progressive for a
Muslim and had done his best to induce his wife to appear
in public with him ; but that the most he had been able to
persuade her to do was to appear unveiled before guests in
her own house.
Mr. Khan vanished again into the inner room from which
came a chorus of feminine squeals and giggles before he
ushered in to meet us his daughters and an assortment of
nieces and cousins. Altogether I counted eleven girls and
women apart from Mrs. Mehta and myself; and even while
I marvelled, Mr, Khan began to apologise for not being
able to present to us the rest of his family. It appeared
that two of his elder married brothers and their families
lived in that same house, as well as the youngest brother
who had acted as waiter, and the latter's bride of a month.
His own sons were at school and would not be returning
until later in the afternoon.
Jack swears that my mouth opened an eighth of an inch